Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



.vGooglc 



^ 



'J!ri.'^(,"x'/.J/i 



gatiart ttolltge Itttatj 



Lli-nTi 



.LTUQArrV.. 



,,Coo'^lc 



.vGooglc 



.vGooglc 



Line-o'-Type Lyrics 



.vGooglc 



.vGooglc 



Line-o'-Typc Lyrics 

BY 

BERT LESTON TAYLOR 

AUTHOR OF 

"The Biliouitiae," *^Ew Book BooMer," Etc 



Bv»n«toi) 

riLLIAM S. LORD 

1902 



U.g.VK.yG00glc 







MAR 15 fifil 



.vGooglc 



TABLE OF CONTENTS. 

ji ji jt 

Btlladc of Spnig'i Uuett . . . n 

To Muguet It tlie Un . . . . u 

Fuewefl 13 

Obtttaoul 15 

U I Were Ftukm* VaiM ... 16 

Tke Ptemttue Poet .... 7 

Spriflg SoAg . ; . . . 17 

Four Limeficks 18 

Wlieft tbe Sirap'i o& (be Flapjicfc 19 

Seed* of Aamhj . . 20 

In Every Street Cu .... 33 

BiUtd of the OmA Street Okie 33 

Mis) Ltffoti 35 

Antoitia Revenes a6 

Reciniflg "Tie BittU of Limericlc" 27 

Wuliflgtos'i BiitlKUy, 1903 ... 39 



.vGooglc 



Depnsuoail 31 

Socill Economicj 31 

Roaduo: To Etbelwyn • ■ ■ 33 

Ctlveiley's Ode to ToI»cco ... 34 

Btllade of Lovelorn Lulics .... 36 

The Penutent Poet .... 37 

A West Africin Tngedy .... 38 

Mere Thoughts 39 

The Kiisec's Firewell to Prince Henry . . 41 

Mr. KipUng's — "The Question" 43 
Le Morte De Cock Robin -45 

The PestilentitI Piuist .... 49 

Prince Chnn's Apology .... 50 

The Sonnet Contest .... 51 

Hymn Before Bittle . . . . tfo 

AUThitlAsk 57 

When PoUchs Wed ... 58 



.vGooglc 



Line-o*-Tvpe Lyrics 



BALLADE OF SPRINGS UNREST. 
IIIF in tile woodluul vliere'Spiag 
%Sm pooui u ■ IiggUd Ae breeze 
Wluipen Hu pius tbit tbe King. 
Fifiea. kis yielded tie keys 
To Iu5 White Pilice mi leei 
Nortliwtnl o'er movBtiia ud dale. 

Speed tbea the koor thit fteeal 
Ho for thg pack and the traitl 

Northwird mjr (incy tikes ving. 

Restless im L iQ it etse. 
Fleunres tlie city cut biiflg 

Lose BOW their power to |^etie. 

Buiea, ill iMrren, ire dtese; 
Town life's i tedioni tile ; 

Tbit CBp is dnined to Ae leei ; — 
Ho for the pack atui th$ tralU 
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Ho foe tha AMflug I sling 

Pick It my bick, ud witk kacM 
Bnsbiag i thonngMire liag 

Imo the gieen mjHetia ; 

Oat villi the bird* ud tlie bee*. 
One with the sqniirel mi qui]. 

Night, ind the Mreiin's melodies: — 
Ho for tht pack and tht trail I 
Pictnru ind msiic ud leu. 

Theittei — bookievcn — mlc. 
Ho for the ifflell of the treei I 

Ho for th4 pack and tht trtrill 



TO MARGARET AT THE URN. 

E LEAVE I kiu but in Ac cup. 
And I'll not look for tea. 
Fur Mirguet, e'er I ttke it sp, 
O. Utve ■ kill but in the cvp I 
Then with Ac gods I'd Kan to snp 

Thoogh Hebe smiled on me. 
O. leive I kin but in the cnp. 
And 111 Dot look let tea. 
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FAKEWEIl. 

[Provoked bj CUvarUij't "Fomar."] 
.BEWELLI" Amodet gloomy word 
As eva iato bogsige aepi. 
Ti* often wtittca. mvm lieinl 

Except 
In jUyhovat. Ere tk kera liU — 

In btndcnb — from oor ptTing view, 
"FueweHI" he mmmors. tlien exib 

R. U. 
"FueweU I" ii moch too sigUnl for 

An age tint tu not time to ngh. 
We uy, "in lee ym Utei." or 

"Cooa-byl" 
Wken. wined by ctmticleet. yoa go 
From htx to whom you owe devoir. 
"Sly not 'Cbod-by,* ske Uoglu, "but 'As 

Revoirl' " 
TliDS iiom the garden ire yon sped: 

And Juliet were tie irtt to tell 
Yoi, yos were si&y if yoi nid 
"Fitewea I" 
13 



.vGooglc 



"Fire well." meant long igo, before 

It aept teu-sptttered into song. 
"Sde voyigel" "Pleutat joonwyl" or 
"So longi" 

Bat gone its checty. old-tifDe fiog: 

Tile poets mtdc it riiymc witk knell. 
|oiaed it kecime a diiniil thing — 
"FareweB I" 

"Farewell I" Into tbe lover's soul 

Yon fee Fate plnage the cnel iron. 
All poets UK it. It's the whole 
Of Byron. 

"I only feel — farewelH" said he; 

And alwiyi tetrfnl was the telling. 
Lord Byion wu etenaUy 
Faiewelling. 

"Farewell I" A dismal word 'tia tne 

(And why «ot tell the troth ihoDt it?) 
B«t what 00 earth wonid poets do 
WilhoBt it? 
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OBSESSIONAL. 

[Provciied by ■eeiug the Fire Flsod tbiuii oat 
hti iqngne al Handel Hall.] 

IBIALL of ow hika. Heniy Crarge. 

^U First ia onr fir-flong firing line, 
Bencith wbose billoveil roof we forge 
Tlie tknndabolt ind Ity the mine. 
O Hindel HiU I be with ns jtt— 
Lest we (ocget I Lest we forget I 

Tbe tvmnlt of Reform's brus binds. 
The sbonts of victory, ire spent : 

Uucitbed. defiiat, ptond. still studs 
OvT foe — the Unearned Increment I 

O Handel Hall I suy with os yct~ 

Lest we ftfgct I Lest we forget I 

Fat called, ost commerce flivnts away; 

In myriad forges flames onr fire, 
Lo I all onr wealth of yesterday 

Recalls the old boom days ia Tyre. 
O Handel Hall 1 don't leave U yet — 
Lest we forget I Lest we forget ! 

IS 
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"IF I WEBE FRANCOIS VILLON." 

tProTi^d by Bb(mw Hsld'i Blbllainuitac.1 

■■F I WERE Francois ViHoi, uA Fnncois Villon I, 
U Metlunks I'd piss vp Piris ud give Ais town 

I try. 
He. witk ■ toohik penciL wonid sit and paragra^. 
To ctue jsdicioM grieving and pta^'oke anskiQ- 

fnIU«gk: 
Bnt I. witk knife ot kucklei. wosid pcowl tbe 

daA kigkYay 
And kfibe At noozing, fcooziBg, bruising cop to 

keep amy, 
Wkiitt witk my tnity Utd pipe 1 stilled my 

victim's cry — 
H 1 were Fnncois Villon and Francois Villon I. 

If I were Francois Villon ud Francois Villon I, 
I'd wink at Captain CoQenn and Kipley I'd defy. 

r He. witk kii foolisk pencil, would sit all day 

; and diool. 

\ Attempting to be witty — not incctediog, ai a role: 
Whilst 1. etpupped fat bssiness. in my cloak a 
lead pipe tacked. 
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Would gttber ^M ud silvef it ikt Twelftb 

street vudut. 
Ok, yet : I'd fat up Puis ind give this town 

.try 
If I were Frucoit Villon ind FfiKois Villon I. 
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THE PREMATURE POET. 

IE poet Mmght the fwect white riolet 
Long woodUnd pithwiys loiked with wiuei's 
uowi: 
Seeking, he got his feel exceeding wet. 
And liter tsmed op his poetic toes. 
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SPRING SONG. 

WEISS nicht WIS Soli ei bcdeuten 
Dus ich lo tnnrig bin. 
Bei diesem ihschenlichen Wetter 

Wie kleid 'ich mich — dick odei dseaa? 
Hent' ist u so kih wie in Croemland. 

Und morgen schwitzt mucher sich schUmk, 
Uad wer in Cesandhett hent fsakelt 
Liegl Botgcn is hett, and ist knuk. 
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[ERE oace WIS 1 I^mccn of Thak. 

Who KmiTked : "Wbea my tatu cornea to role 

Hie irtt mia I'll tiB-can 

Is ibtt coukmu McCuft: 
For I mevef covMiitattd for tke fool. 

M. 
TWe wii tiso A Fair Miii] of Pettk. 
Who hid Hten sveet stuff from het birth. 

Till one diy ihe siid : "Cm [ 

1 mnit let inch thiagi be ; 
For 1 feu the effect oD my gifth." 

III. 

There wu likewise A Miid of the Mist. 

Who sever, ii yet. hid bees kisjed. 
If yoD tried to embnce her 
She mnrmDred: "Niy, uy, sir I" 

Aad gtve yos i sitfi on the wriit. 
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IV. 
McCiaui, I mukd bobo. 
PEffocmed puiug veil oa tke oboe, 

Ain Iriik of N^o, 

He tooted alUgro 
Con brio nOR troppo adobo. 

WHEN THE SIRUPS ON THE FLAPJACK. 

tfUHEN Ae limp's oa tlie txpftck ud the cofee's 
Ul in the pot: 

Wbea Oe fy is !■ the butter — where he'd 

nthef be tbu mot: 
Whca Ae doth is on the lible. ud the plites 

ue oa ^ cloth; 
Whea Ae salt is ia the shtfcer tad the cbickea's 

ia the broth: 
Whea the creiio ii ia the pitcher tad the pitcher's 

oa At tnjr. 
And the tny is oa the sideboard whea it 

isa't oa the wty; 
Whea the had is oa de buon ud likewise 

Bpoa the cheese. 
Then I lomehow feel inspired to do • lot of 

fhynies like these. 
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SEEDS OF ANARCHY. 

nDO not mBcl Goncen mjneU 
Ahovt my wetlthjr uigbbon' "tin": 
I UR BDt hov they got tbeil pelf 
And ore leis bow titer Mow it ii. 

Towird Hindel HiH Hui I tm. 

To Sly At lewt, indifttent : 
I do not cm « tiokei's itm 

Abont the "oBeaned iacremeat." 

lit fact — it niiy u well be Jiid — ' 

I nihef like tlte folks of wealth. 

They wish themselvu. ind do not ihed 
Microbes to tudermittc my beilth. 

No doubt they're bUck eioogh it core — 
Their ontwud deuliaeu but sbim; 

However, u I siid before, 
1 do not care a tinker's dam. 

Tbeir fsu and feathers, follies — all 
I look Dpom with toUnat eye. 

Nor even yield to Haadel Hall 
Tbe passii^ tiibate of a sigh. 



.vGooglc 



But when it three o'clock, or four. 

I leek my virtoou concb, to keep 
A date with old Morpheus — or. 

In other words, to go to sleep — 
When sleep with me no terms will mike, 

Bst fcoffl my conch ifrighted lees. 
And I for hoors im kept iwike 

By feufnl howls ud shrieks like these: 
" Fonr-f orty-nine I " 
"Mrs. Flighty *5 curiigel" 
"Mi. Sportihoise ctrriigel Foni-levea' 

forty-foMl" 
"Cb v-chn-chv-chn-chv I"* 
"Mrs. Houtife's curi^et" 
"Victofii liveryl" 
"BU-wl Bl-»-i-.!"+ 
"One-sixty-siil" 
"Soikeffl'i liveryl" 
"Fonr-fotty-f onr I' ' 
Why, then in lugnege loose ind lond, 
I c«rse the diibolic din; 
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I cone tfce Plntocniic crowd — 

Tke Boisy wiy fity blow tfceit "Ua." 
Sleepless, I toss ibo«t ud giowl. 

And sm resolved to niike descent 
Next sight on Hiadel Hall tnd bowl 

About die "unearned iacremeat." 
Nay, fnrtlier yet — to nige the fope 

For all enrolled on MimmoB's lists; 
To cultivate contem|)t for soap. 

And join a dob of Anarchists. 

IN EVERY STREET CAS. 

STREET CAR (especially next to the stove) 
Is coldest of ill frigid things; 
Bnt it's aever— as yon may at anytime prove — 
Too cold for the lady that likes to remove 
From one hand, which is commonly dirty, the glove. 
And show her collection of rings. 
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BALLAD OF THE CLARK STREET CABLE. 
i^AS in > violt beneaA tlie street. 

In the trencli of the CUik street rope. 
That I found 1 guy witli ■ ishy eye 

And 1 tlunk tank iUed vitli dope. 
His biir vu mitted, )as face wis Utck. 

And matted and Mack was ht; 
And I bend tliis wight in the vault recite. 

In 1 singnlir minot key: 
"O, f am the gny with the ishy eye. 

And the think Mok filled with dope. 
My woA is to watch the beantif dI hotch 

That's known as the Clark street rope. 
"I pipes my eye as the rope goes hy 

For every daagerous spot. 
If 1 spies ose out I gives a shout 

And we pots is another knot. 
"Them knots is all like brothers to me. 

And I loves 'em, one and ill." 
The muddy guy with the fishy eye 

A msddy tear let fill. 
"There goes a knot what we tied last week: 

There's one what we tied today: 
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Attd tliere's i pud vliit vu hird to tuck. 

And Closed lii iojin' itUy. 
"Two bvBdted lad seveaty-une ili told. 

And I kaows tfceit iastoty; 
And rm most Utiched to i break we pitcked 

In tke wintet of 'eiglity-tkree. 
"For nttj ttme tbt knot coma roiad 

It liagi ant: 'Howdy. BiQI 
We'll wtlk 'em bome ton^ht, old min. 

Fiom bcR to tbe Fenu Wbeel. 
" 'We'Q walk 'em bome in tbe nub boat3.Bili. 

A sweuii^ compiny. 
Ai we've wtlked 'em, BiH. nace I wts tied 

In tbe winter of 'eigbty-tbiee.' " 
Tbi dopey goy witb tbe faby eye 

Let fill inalbei teir. 
"Tbem knot! is wife and cbild to mc: 

I've known 'em forty year. 

"Fot I'm tbe gny witb tbe isby eye 
And tbe tbink tank iHed witb dope. 

Wbose work is to watcb tbe beintifol botcb 
Tbit's known as tbe Qark street tope." 
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MISS LEGION. 

IE u hotfoot aftef Cnllyue; 

She ponnes it with i club. 

She fcreitbei i heivy (tmosphere 

Ollixauyiah. 
No litenry sbhne so fir 
But ^ is Atit to kflul: 
And— 
Her fivotite bnach of ruding 
Is O. Maedith'i "LDcille." 



Of coarse she's op on pictures — 
Puses for a connoisseur; 

On free lUys at the Institnte 
Yob'U always notice her. 

She quliies approval 
Of a Titian of Cotot. 

She dirovs tital nptttt 

When ihe comes to BangBetesD. 

And when yoo talk of music. 

Why. she's Music's devotee. 
She win tell yos that Beethoven 
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Always raikei bet wuli to pny. 
And "deir old Bicbl" hii very mm 

She stys, her eU enclunti; 
But— 
Hei fivorite piece is Weber's 

"Inviution ta Ae Dance." 
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AUTUMN REVERIES. 

EN tile leaves ire falling chmsoB 
And the Torm is of its feed; 
When the tag weed and the jimsoB 

Hive agreed to go to seed; 
When the lit in forest boweis 

Has a ting like Rhenish wise, 
And to breathe it for two hoots 

Makes yon feel yoo'il like to dine; 
When the frost is on the pumpkin 

And the corn is in the shock. 
And the check of country bnmpkin 

City ficei Seems to mock: 
When yoo come across a ditty 

(Like this one) of Aotumn's chirm. 
Then it's pluunt in the city. 

Where It least one can keep watm. 

36 
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RECAUINC "THE BATTLE OF LIMERICK." 

E genii of the ution. 

Who look will vinention 
Ad' tlie Sinit'i degryduion onstysingly deplore: 

Ye soas of Briin Bor-oo, 

Wbo 5fflub ill lieads before yon. 
Attind to tbe wild barioo on tfce Sinit iDre. 

'Twis Siaitor Ben TiUmtD. 

At Khnppio' not in ill mia. 
Who tbioki 'tu hglit to kill mio (provide 'tis 
niyger gore). 

He got 1 grind odU shcofia' 

From Sinitor McLinrin, 
And stirteda wild rotrin' oa tbe Simt flue. 

Mac'j limper risin' ligber. 

He XI. "Ben, yer a liirl" 
Sez he. which closed the ire of Tillmm fur to sotr. 

Up flew Ben like i bnrtd 

An' loiked Mic in the fnrrid. 
Wawl whit 1 row wis hnml on the Sinit flore. 

^ere wu some grind infoightin'. 
Wid chewin' ind wid battin" 
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Aa whin 'twu ffloM excoitui' tome vin cries, 
"Bii the duel 

Lei stycTecy ittiad lU: 
Pvt stkxuiei Miire tfce wiadies, 
That ao win set onr shiadies on tke Stnit Isre." 

Siniton Scott an' Vtnen 

Tliejr gribfced boald ol McLiDtUL 
To ktpe liint fron exploiia' bis coUetgoe'i km 
fof gofe: 

An' nliut Strgent Liytoa 

Cot 1 divrk of I bitin' 
ComlMthints lipetitin' on the Sinit flue. 

Mr. Ftyt (ui order knocked. 

An' tile dmre wu dosed in' locked: 
An' iveiy win wu shocked — espicially Cirge Hou. 

The combtthants they widdrew. 

An' fmi pirdon they did sue — 
Which iaded the shaloo on the Siait lore. 
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WASHINGTON'S BIRTHDAY. 1901. 

II Ceofge, in scrio-cynic my 

I We tKn ovt thoBgliti to yoD todiy: 

Not George tbt siagnlirly pore 

Tongned Uddte 

Wko conld not lie, W George the mm. 

Wkocosld. Sometimei we wonder: C«s 

Tbis be tbe canatry of wbicb you're 

The diddy? 

The ume, George; bo. not qnite the ume. 
We've gilheied weilth, lad itreagth. ind 
fune: 
Improved vpon the puest stock: 
Crows wiser. 
(Ou momeal. Ceotgt — I^iace Hewy'i 

here. 
Excise u while we tdd ow cheer: 

"Hachl"-or u most of os sty,"Hock"- 
"Der Kiisetl") 

We're very Getmu, Ceorge. todiy. 
Aid more disposed (o driah i«d play 
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Tliu list to patriotic tatti 
Or scmon. 
Tit Priace is wUh jo. No offense. 
You nime. of connc. tikei prccedeoce. 
In othec woitls, Deu George, yon leid 
Tke Cermin. 

Yon*ve led the Cermu, George, before. 
YoD led lum, on tbe Jersey sbore. 
A merry dance in 'seventy-six — 
December. 
Yob ntleT jined tie British ciovn 
Tlitt Chnstmis night in Trenton Town. 
The German crowd lost tU the tricks — 
Bemember? 

Of conne yoD do, and wonder how 
It bippeu that onr voices now 

In praise of Dentschland's royal tar 
We're lifting: 
And how yon hear on every hand 
The language of Der Vaterland. 

No donbt yoD wonder, "Wbitber are 
We driftiig?" 
30 
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It's all tight, CeoTge. Yoo Mc, ve got 
Tie job to boiU die Ktiset's yubt 
As for the rest — pny, how could ve 
Oppose it? 
You've hid i birthday every year. 
And youll have others, never (ear. 
Here's a fresh, foaming stein to thee I 
George, "PrositI" 
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DEPRESSIONAL 

IE birds are flying soothwtid; 

The leaves are growing sere; 
We wait with less impatience 

For the man to draw the beei. 
From which 1 draw the inference 

That Autumn must be here. 
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SOCIAL ECONOMICS. 

IRINNA hawta. She Aiaki it wue, 
If she be htppy, to disgaue 

Sock weiknen. For. if woinu veti 

A covateniace tlut*s free from cere, 

MiB feeb qoite free to tynonize. 

Whca M the dob some women rise 

To preech good utote, uiil iilviie 

A smiling face ud cheetfnl tir. 

Corinu frowns. 

Tie loveltght in i womin's eyei 
Will never light ber to the skies: 

A itfce, istiiniditing gbrc 

Must show tbe way up Freedom's Stiii. 
And so— f<* ibil wiy progress lies — 

Cocinni frowns. 
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RONDEAU: TO ETHELWYN. 

Ethelvyn I singl For Iier 
My Pt^uoS will aeed no spu. 
How cDoId I know, Un Qiristmu eve. 
Thil Cea wooM F. P. A. deceive? 
I tboDglit myseU i connoisseiir. 
With every wuh did she cottcwt, 
O. mj\ She vu 1 jollieil 
But now I Ion ftom Genevieve 

To Etiielwyn. 
Co. Memory <^ tlungs thit werel 
To her who seta my hurt istii 

These threids on Fancy's loom I veive. 
All other ties I hereby cleave. 
O, Cnpid. give me a trusfer 

To Ethelwyn. 

[F.P.A. 
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CAtVERLEY'S ODE 

TO TOBACCO. 

[Reviisd by Lacy FagtOaimn.) 

INSTER demouicl 
tliy ttbckl 
Titos who vilh fotcu blick 

Young Inags deilest; 

Vile. vhcK tke monis gny: 

Vile, wkn they've deired twiy 

Lnnch; and it close of <Uy 

Possibly vilest: 

I bive t hiUed <^ 
For thee, tni nuiufold 
Stories — true ones — uc told 

To tiy dtscredil: 
How one (oi two it most) 
Drops mike i cit i ghost — 
Useless, except to roisl — 

Doctors hive siid it; 

How they who nse Intta 
AU grow by slow degrees 
Brtinless u chimpuzees. 
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Mdgcf u lizuds; 
Co mid, ind hett ihetr wivu; 
Pluage (tfter shocking lives) 
Rtzon uii cirviog kuvei 

lata their gizzudj. 
Socb tfe thy knavish thckj. 
I know of ive or six 
Smokers who ne'er vt0 mix 

More with their neighbors. 
They— It is ud to say — 
Now ire bst lifeless cliy; 
Smoked niity pipes, did they. 

After their libtfs. 
Tihbiel htve h*d their goose 
Cooked by tobacco juice: 
Yet men defend its nse. 

"Tbasghtfolly taken" 1 1 
We're bvt u tibbies are. 
Death Iwks in the cigu 
And the tobacco-ju. 
CoDgTcn, awaken I 
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BALLADE OF LOVELORN LADIES. 



raEN] 

ISJ ^ 



EVIEVE. Ethelwya. Gnyce. 
Marjorie. Rouliad. Rose — 
Others who tetifnlly tnee 

Daily their amorous woes— 

Whose every billet-doux stows 
Life is all wormwood and gall — 

List! I'll a seciet disclose: 
Ghh, Fm in looe ulth you all. 
Had I the time and At space: 

Did not a ballade impose 
Limits one may sot eface; 

Were I but wiitiug in prose; 

I should be pleased to depose 
fust the extent of my thrall. 

Haply. I can't be verbose: 
Ghh. I'm in looe uith you all. 
Not that I think to displace 

Lovers yoD long ^o chose. 
One heart could scarcely embrace 

Arrows from so many bows. 

Take — all I dare to propose — 
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Ea^ u *Uotmeat. ThoBgh smdl. 
Mt^ 'twill belp Mine. Who 
kmows? 
Girls, I'm in /om leHh you all. 

Dry, tlea. Mcb teu-spttteied nose; 

If yoa seed- lympttliy, cill. 
Tike this unruce to dose: 
Cirk Im in /om ulth you all. 



THE PERSISTENT POET. 
REMEMBER, I remember"— 
iomelhing spcciil? Not i Int. 

Btrt, yoB sec tkit ii September, 
Aad Remember diymes with h. 



H: 
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A WEST AFRICAN TRAGEDY. 

DHE wives of At Chief Fodey KiUi 
(Never fairer vere broke 

In the muittl yoke). 
Like the thieves of oni ftiend Ali Bibi, 

Hive been killed it one terrible stroke. 
Fiir and fat. and just forty in number. 

With necb ai snow vhite* 

And black eyes as bright 
As ever bent o'er a chiefs slomber. 

Blown higher than Cilderoy's kite. 
It seems that some one bad been smoking, 

In manner serene. 

Near the chief's migizine 
(It was really very provoking). 

And the ladies were lU on the scene. 
They are gone, tnd no one can restore 'em. 

He can train up a new 

Batch of wives, it is troe: 
But think of the fob that's before himl 

We wooldn't attempt it — would yo»? 
•Po»tlc lICBua No. 480. 
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MERE THOUGHTS. 

(Sngiaaied b; tbeParitj CooventioB,] 

lVE yon evei pMied to wander 

Whu would be Einli's dumil lite 
Were it not for those tlut nndur- 

Ttke to keep it spiimiag stniglit? — 
Who hive time and tute for minding 

Every bsiincss fcol tkeii own. 
And issome i contract binding 

A* the Sisypheu stone? 
Thanki to them, our nkiA planet 

Keeps within the moral law. 
Tho' it wish to, never can it 

Closer unto Venus draw; 
Never go off gallivanting 

With the lady stars of space. 
Where the Pleiad girls go panting 

la the oever-eadi^ chase; 
Never iin with Cusiopeia, 

Never take CtUisto'i toiul. 
Never give tie lone Ajinea 

Quflce to mnimnr. "Tlui is puA." 
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Yov tod I, petcluce. in mvM% 
With o«r keids unotg ^ itin. 

Quite rt^inUcss of (be bootug 
At 1 mnltitnde of bui: 

Quite regiriUeis <^ ■ Udy 
Wko next door to w (estdes, 

Witb I put tbit U u ihidy 
As tlie grove where Diia hidei; 

Never dreaming that Pomoni. 

Who is pretty and desmre, 
Wovld cofDe short of a di^oma 

In conventioBS of the pue; 

Never thinking, as we ooght to. 

Of the sia all over tcnrn: 
Never giving any thovghl to 

Any bnsineis bat our own. 

Paose 1 moment, then, and wonder 
What this sid. had world wonH do 

Were it not for those that nnder- 
Take to keep it whirling tru. 
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THE KAISERS FAREWEU TO PRINCE 

HENRY. 

lEDERSEHEN, bfotbet mineF 

FtfeweUs will soon be kissed; 
And. efe jam leave to bieist the bnne. 

Give me oace foore yovt fill; 
Thit muled bt, denched higb in ail 

On muy t foreign shott. 
Enforcing cotling itttioM where 

No stitioas were before: 
Tbit ist, whicb weaker aatioas view 

As if 'twere Micbiel's own. 
And wkicb ippils tbe beatbcn who 

Bow down to wood and itone. 
Bsl this trip no brass knuckles. Qove 

Tkit beavy mailed hand: 
Yovr misiion now is one of Love 

And Peace — yon nnderstand. 
AH that's American you'll praise; 

The Yank can do no wrong. 
To Btt his own expressive ^tfise, 

|iifl "foBy hiffl tlong." 
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Expreu surpnK to ind, (bt more 

Of RooKvelt yos see, 
Hov mocli I im like Tbeodore. 

And Tkeodore like me. 

I am, ia fict. (tbu miglil oat be 

A bad tbiag to suggest,) 
Tbe TbeodoR of the East, and be 

Tbe WillhmoftbeWesL 

And, sbould you get a chance, ind out — 

II anybody knows — 
Exactly whit it's lU ibovt. 

That Doctrine of Monroe's. 

That's entr« nous. My present plan 

Yon know u well as I; 
Be just IS Yankee as yon can: 

If needs be, eat some pie. 
Cut out the 'kiaut, cut oat Rhine wine. 

Cot ont tbe Schutzeofest, 
The Sangerbsnd. the Tornveiein, 

The Kommeis, and the test. 
And if some fool society 

"Die Wicht im Rbein" should sing. 
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You liag "My Country 'Tis of Tliee" — 
Tie tune's "Cod Save the King." 

To D«r own kindred in that land 
There's not much yon need tell. 

]oit tell them that yon mt me, and 
That I wu looking well. 

MS. KIPUNCS— "THE QUESTION." 

[Ftom the LoDdon Tiraai,] 



w 



ICE more obT arms in Aftica have got another 
check. 
Benson's command is what you might call a total 

wreck. 
Look at the maddening figures I Benson killed 

oDtright. 
And eight other gallant oficen also killed in the 

Fifty-eight noo-commissiosed olcers and men. 
Who fell npon the veldt and will never get up 
again. 



.vGooglc 



The qaestton m]r lards ind gudemes tbu I hue 

uk of yov, 
h. Vhat lie we going to do. ek? Wlut ire we 

going to do? 

We tliongb we lud Botfci pocketed, witfc i pdtiy 

three hnodied men. 
And the inl we knew he wis op ind it as agiifl. 
We sneered at them, called them "goerrillu," tad 

didn't dtiflk that they 
Would cast a shadow of any nze on our corona- 

tion day. 
But now we've fonad, as we've found befctfe, that 

there's something wrong. 
That instead of being guerrillas they're an army 

Still and strong. 
And the qoestion that most be answered, the ques- 
tion that's Dp to yoD. 
Is. WiU are we going to do. eh? What are we 

going to do? 
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LE MOBTE DE COCK ROBIN. 
Skill Book. 

SIR HAROLD AND SIR JOHN. 

How je Knigbu of je Qalde Tlppa channMd lo m«ei 
Knlghla of T* Cocka Tippi, aoi] did lovrts bjm to ■ 
ing ; and how je KnIghMi fangbleD » grul combii until] 



XXV. 

^^■E while ye esquire of Sii John 
U Did ply ye vueliae. 
Sir Harold's squire, Light HoDimiti, mhbed 
Hys Knighte with luterine. 
XXVI. 
Ye while Sir John inoynted wis 

With oltage flonre cheese. 
Sir Huold's sqsJTe did do ye sime 
For hytn with cTeme mirquije. 
XXVII. 
And wbile ye Knightes each other did 

Insolt in putlofflime. 
Ye sqviru did ttlcBm-pawderiheni 
And give ye s^ntl, -'Time 1" 

45 



.vGooglc 



XXVIII. 
Ri^te Mgwiy ye wirriBg Knigktes 

Did nib in htim"^ eaihtux. 
And dished ye Turkish ciguette 

In euh ye otWs fice. 

XXIX. 

So violent ye ^ncke it wis 

Both fell opoa ye gtoonde 
Astoned". With fins lod gynger lyle 

Ye squires didbringe them loiinde. 

XXX. 

Sir Hirold now lept itle Su John. 

And slipped hym ob ye wriste: 
Sir )ohn did conntei widi i slip , 

Upon Sir Hifold's chist'^. 

XXXI. 

And eft'" they feU. md miB would siy 
Tbit eich ot both were sliio. 

Ye sqoires did ply ye smellynge silts. 
And bnng them roond igiin. 
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xxxn. 

*• 'Ods copy-pip«!" criei Sir John. 

And httrtled** vilh h]rs righle: 
"'Ods violet inkl" Sii Harolil crie<I, 

And amote witb ill Iiyt migbte. 

XXXIII. 

And thos they (ued an honi oi mole. 

Attempting eich to Unde; 
They rued ind luhed, tnd trued ind luhei 

And foined** to bat ye bande. 

XXXIV. 

Atte Usu Sir HuaM wised bym fiinte. 

And pnt somcwbit tback. 
"Now," cried ye esqure of Sir ]oha, 

"Hude him a cnckerjickd"*^ 

XXXV. 

Sir )obn did pstte forthe die hys migbte 

To give ye coop de gnce. 
And eft mother cigirette 

Didied in Sir HwJd's fice. 



,,Googlc 



XXXVl. 

It WIS t fell mil feaifnl moie! 

Sir )olui then fell ttttintc** 
Ye victor iii<l ye vutqvislied Uy 

Togethei in i fainte. 

XXXVIl. 

And while yt Kightei did lie uwowne,^ 

With ftccs win ind pile. 
Ye donghiy iqnires did fiaiih op 

Ye stock o£ gynger lyle. 
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THE PESTILENTIAL PIANIST. 

:ST1LENTIAL pitaut 
Luge of irm md 5tif of -wiiit, 
Hatless, coatless, sooOeu too. 
Did it e'er occu to yoo 
Tbit jronf posnilisg's very Iiud on 
Pitroas of this jnmmer garden ? 
Heaveiul od ue nosiet fir 
Tlun 1 dinging cible c*r I 
Did 1 fflortil ever see 
More pemicioiu indwtry ? 
Wby in Sim HiU cin't yon quit 
For at leut ive minutes ? It 
l5n't oecessuy foi 
Yov to mike tke piino roir 
Every minute of the night 
At the vtfy leut yon might 
Stop ud ttke I drink at tvo, 
III piy f or it if yon do. 
Ah I he stops! I reiHy think 
Thil's he's going to get thit drink. 
Heivens I diere he goei igiis. 
Him Bering vith might ind miin. 
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PestilentUl pUniil — 
Siw-log irm ud itoB wnit — 
I've 1 mind to rise ud tbiottle 
YoD of bnio ym witk t bottle. 
Come, my deir let's cot this riot; 
Let's go some pUce where it's <)Diet. 

PRINCE CHUN'S APOLOGY. 

a HEN tbe hour wu come Prince Chan arose. 
And biUnced a shoestring on his nose, 
"From dtis some notion yon will g^," 
Slid he. "of China's deep regret." 
Now balancing opoa his ear 
A stein of foaming t^er beer. 
"This attitude," said he. "reveals 
"How very sorry China feels." 
Then spinning, top-like, on his cue, 
"I can't begin to te0 to yon 
The deep remorse we infer for 
The death of yoor Ambassador." 
Next, |ilacing on his cue a [jite. 
He said, u it 'gan to gyrate; 

so 
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"Nollung that's hippeaed in bis leiga 
Has ciDsed my Emperor so boch ptin." 
Upon Iu5 kick he did declire. 
While juggling ivc ballj in the tir: 
"This ittitiide— the hniublcst yet — 
Expresses penonil regret" 
Ltst. spreiding ost i deck of cards 
"Accept my Emperor's regards. 
As our intentions were veil metot, 
Fny overiook the incident." 
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THE SONNET CONTEST. 

(A priM o[ • Mul aninTlac iil Oaorfa WMhiBftoa waa 
offKad toi the hMl lonoal built dd rbrmst to tha dudm 
Bittromi* SiliMic uul WaroolU Kliaytsia, wha tud bean 
licaiuad to irad >l Dantilla, IlL] 

I 



^ BittTomie, no doubt yon think mc cheeky, 
[J Bot I wele no tne min did I not seize i 

Good chince like tbii to tickle ind to pUise > 
Sweet person is is dirling Wironiki, 
Let otliers sing "O' Luses o' 'Aold Reekie.' " 

I sing of Dinville's fairest maid, for she's a 

Peach, be she Szlizexc. be she Kizaytezi — 
I sing her praises in a sonnet sqveaky. 
I hereby tender my congratulations 

To both of yoD. dear Mr. and dear Mrs., 
Bnt dioogh I send my tme lelicititions. 

A question's in my mind tonight and tfcis ii: 
By ill the shades of Poludets most shidyl 
Which la th4 GMntlanan and uhlch tht Lady? 
F. P. A. 
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II. 

Wbit pluck, 

O. Bitboffliel 

Wironifci, 
Wilt lock I 
I'm stuck 

On Itotk of ye, 

O. Holly CLee. 
Unckl 
CtM Scott, aad Zom^ I 

Likewiie, Q my I 

Whit type in "pi." 
Wkat voire) mdh^ 

Wtit eye tnd eir 

Tbis time next yetr t 

Pegasta Shellty 

in. 

T9 Hymen's lulls comes Bittromie Szlizexc 
Awl vitb liim Wironiki Kiuytezi, 
(His combiutioa surely tziytezi I) 
Xky fiin viU now insert tlteit (oolisk aexz 
la Hymen's noose, Acre to iwiit tie vrcxz 
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Of Time. We Itope "Bttt's not i diaygea. 

Wko ties to Wuoaiki jiMjrplen. 

Bot tkit it doth idmiR the gendei scxa 

Will loft Tegird. Vt Itope tkit Wiraaiki. 

Wbo aov doth ^edge ketielf vith Bittroniie 

To liTC no ffloic 1 life of itiophic 

Win Mt iad tkt W two-kvUed cnft is lib I 

The healtli of W. K. ud B. Sdiiesc 

We DOT propose m diingltti of foUBiflg X I 

P. s. w. 

IV. 
Bitttomie. SBTiumed hissiogljr Szliiexc 
(One listeuAg might think white iron seethed 
'NetA vtfet tortnre, in some smithy wieithed 
With smoke ind climbing steui.) Lo I jondei 

decks 
Thy Wuoniki ill those chums which breathed 
Love fast into thy sobI I The sunlight tecks 
Her swarthy hair, and on her stately neck's 
The goad thoB gav'st her i^e* she shy beqncathed 
To thee her heart. The wedding morning calls I 
Be Czech, ot Polish, oi Hnngirian. 
Autere to Western ears, the alien tongne 
S4 



.vGooglc 



U whicli ye plight ywa trotk in kvmUe hUla, 
Iti voice it oae wi& tkitfrst ipeeck wlkerein 
CUi Adun sptle witk Eve when time vu yontg. 
Fafr]C«Jtf 
V. 
BdoM Chicago 'j poets liglusg : O, me. 

My Litii ftow whit lidi, whit helps me Cieefc 

me? 
Fair uiidi of the Vistsh. I seek ye I 
To via Ac priie. Aymes aever hewl of show me I 
Let me this Skeezicks pnise, isrumed Bittiomie 
(If he the gent he) end meet Wanmiki I 
My sonaet growi I Ho. tcai. vidi. vici I 
Hvtnk for stitely ^oom mA mtide* comely I 
Whit fools ye be I Tiua Pcdish luly's visage 
Win. hj the fowiflg nime of Piileiewski. 
With UDght hut inger ever on ye gue. ih I 
How due ye call het own beloved Szlizexc 
A Skeczicks — bntisk name aad harsh and pesky ? 
Beware At naib of Mrs. Kizayteza I 

Mmofanti 
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HYMN BEFORE BATTLE. 
>W gfnoy to ou hAj ciBSe I Coafvsiaa to oor 

fMSl 

AaA glory to obt letder u ske uto ictioa goes I 
MA vhere tlie fglrt is tkkkest, wliete dte htirpiu 

Ue in piles 
Yoo'U see At nodding ostridi plsme of Alice 

Bndfofd Wiltj. 



Tlose li^tning bvgs of science, vitli tlietr head- 

liglits on beliind. 
The writiag experts, fit ind wide ve'll scatter, u 

the winds, 
Chiff scatters. And, victorioDS, ow scntclied 

and tattered iles 
Will cLeer the nodding ostrich plsme of Alice 

Brwlford Wiles. 

Then glorjr to oui holy cause 1 And let the 

velkin ring I 
We'll clasp onr tngeis on the bait of every mean 

old thing, 

S6 
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Mi what tke fklse froats, JwitclKS. bugi. md 

kiitpifls lie is pilei 
Yob'U 5u triampbtflt wive the fdnme of Alice 

Bndfotd Wiles. 

Minuta FtSltr-Pruan 



AU THAT I ASK 

From Pcwms of Passion . 

(From Ellen Wbalsr Wtaa«lwrighll 
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dut I uk ii bit to stud — 
Oi sit — ud liidd you bnniflg bind. 
Ab. lovel tiut vosld indeed be gnndl — 

AUtbitluk. 
AU tbt I uk is but to bold 

Yoo in embrace tbit's not loo bold — 
|vtt bold enongb. O joy [rnte goldl — 

All tbit I isk. 
Ad tbit I uk is but to seize 

You lipi, ud dnifl tbeoi to the lees. 
WobM tktt not be. love. j«st the cheese?— 
AUtbitlisL 
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WHEN POLACKS WED- 

nnheft Polub w«I lU Sbeol hiakt looie: 
mkm Ofic's Ufynx »f eti like tke tlevce : 
Tbe ilplubct goei at i qnc 
Ow eyes get crut<roii ts cut be, 
Sncfc <;up) ud cnsb ike types prodKe. 

I'd like, u Hynen ties Ikil aaoie. 
To visk botk joy — but wkit's tke nse? 
Tkt umcs ue br loo mock bsi me 

Wkeft PoUcks wed. 

Still, let me tiy. Ai I dcdvce. 
Bittro's tke guder, Wu' tke goose. 
Hock, dreimtll then, Ae zigzig kel 
Aid, HockE tke fiir. meUiflvons skel 
Bst wbit k stnifl it is, O ZensI 

Wke* PoUcki wed. 
Pt^ata Shetttg 
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Viese verses origimlfy appeared in 
the Cfdcago Tribune; they are re- 
published by permission 
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